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	1. Memories

**KIDS**

**...**

_This story is the sequel to MOTHERS, so it might not make much sense for those who didn't read that story first. If you didn't read it I suggest you to read that first. For those, however, who liked those 40 chapters... here I am ... as promised! I'm not going to revealing anything... apart from the flashforward of the first chapter then the story will come back where we left it, and, albeit with ups and downs, will always be strictly Huddy! I'll wait like always your reviews! And... the rate is always M... because I have no doubts anymore about your tastes! ;)_

**...**

**CHAPTER 1 - Memories**

**...**

She was sitting in her office unable to focus on the document in front of her. Her eyes stared at the two pictures on her desk, but her mind was far away from that room.

_We were so happy that day ... _she thought looking at the picture of her wedding.

It wasn't a classic pose in front of a photographer. That picture had been taken by Wilson after the ceremony. She liked the spontaneity of that picture. House wrapping her waist and looking into her eyes with a look that still could send her a shiver down her spine. He hated wedding receptions as much as the ceremony in itself, and she knew it, but in that picture his smile was spontaneous and... just for her...

She smiled thinking about the emotions of that day. She could relive those emotions just by looking at that picture... as if they had been captured in a single shot.

That day was a sunny day on May and he had awakened her with a kiss... well... not just a kiss...

May 17th. Their second anniversary and now also their wedding anniversary.

Her gaze lingered on the other picture on her desk. House holding an asleep baby Grace and looking at a smiling Rachel beside him. Grace was just two months old.

She could remember the exact moment in which she had taken that picture. None of them was looking at the lens. House looked at Rachel, Rachel looked at Grace. And they smiled.

She smiled back at the memory of those long sleepless nights. It had been a year since that picture and those moments seemed now so far away.

_Memories are always sweeter than reality..._ she thought... _in memories fears, fatigue, tears... everything fades, leaving only the warmth of good times... or a fade image of the bad ones..._

She touched those picture as if she could touch those moments of her life.

Her heart clenched as a thought invaded her mind ... someone was missing in those pictures... Someone else would have to be in a picture on her desk and... in its father's arms. But there would never be...

"Hey..." a voice woke her up from that thought. _His_ voice.

She looked up and for a moment her gray-blue eyes met House's piercing blue ones. She couldn't avoid biting her lower lip imperceptibly, and she looked down, avoiding his gaze.

House still look at her while she looked down.

"Let's go home?" he asked, approaching her.

Cuddy nodded and closed her computer.

Neither of them spoke as she wore her coat and they exited together from the Princeton-Plainsboro main door on that cold evening in late February.

**...**

* * *

><p>House went into Rachel and Grace's bedroom and his eyes tried to focus the images in the dark of the room. It was three in the morning.<p>

Rachel was asleep in her bed. Cuddy sat in the rocking chair by the window holding Grace in her arms and rocking her slowly.

"Is she asleep?" He asked.

Cuddy nodded.

"Just a bad dream ..." she said as she stood up still watching the asleep baby in her arms. Every time she looked at her it seemed impossible that it had already been over a year since she had held her in her arms for the first time.

She stroked her soft brown curls and brushed her cheek with her lips while she put her in the crib, tucking the blanket.

"Come, let's go back to bed..." House said, reaching for her.

Cuddy slipped under the covers and shivered at the contact with the sheets.

House reached out to her and she clung to him looking for the warmth of his body, stroking his chest through his shirt. She missed the contact with his body ...

House stroked her arm and felt her relaxing in that caress...

He sought her eyes and bent to kiss her lightly, touching her lips...

He kept to look at her as if to ask permission before deepening the kiss.

She closed her eyes and kissed him back seeking and stroking his tongue.

He gently stroked her waist and slid his hand further down to stroke her inner thighs and the soft fabric of her lace panties. She whispered a _mmmhhhh _to that caress continuing to kiss him in a long, deep, slow kiss.

Her body needed him... her mind was in desperate need of being relieved from the painful thoughts that crowded it...

House stroked her hip again, then moving up to caress her breasts.

His hand went back down her body savoring the feel of her skin beneath his fingers as his mouth didn't leave hers.

He loved her skin... he loved her body... he loved _her._

His hand stroked her slightly again and touched her belly. And she immediately _froze_.

Her tongue stopped in his mouth and she opened her eyes meeting the piercing blue of his.

She put a hand on House's chest, slightly pushing him away from her, while a lump clenched her throat more and more...

"I-I'm sorry..." she whispered, turning her head to avoid his gaze "I-I... c-can't..."

House looked at her and saw her eyes filling with tears again as she looked away.

"It's all right..." he whispered.

She couldn't look into his eyes. Looking at those eyes was too much painful. In those eyes she saw the same look of that night.

_Those eyes..._

She loved those eyes...

Grace had those same eyes... right.. those same eyes... _Grace had those same eyes..._

House pulled her to him and held her in his arms while she hid her face on his chest.

He just held her as she sobbed against his chest and his shirt dampened with tears. He couldn't do anything else for her... just holding her tight.

He _should have_ protected her... he _wanted_ to protect her... but he had failed...

He didn't feel guilty. He had no guilt. But he felt helpless. Completely helpless in front of a destiny that they hadn't deserved.

**...**

* * *

><p><em>I know this is not what the most of you hoped to read... but I promise better days for them! It will be a "for better and for worst" journey! Keep reading and...please leave a review ;)<em>


	2. A special gift

_**Hello to everyone! Now the story is back where/when we left it in the last chapter of Mothers, and a year and a half before what happened in the first chapter of this story. This's just a sweet Huddy chapter... so... enjoy!**_

* * *

><p><strong>...<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>CHAPTER 2 - A special gift<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>...<strong>

* * *

><p><em>One year and a half before<em>

...

* * *

><p><em>November 22, 2011<em>

...

* * *

><p>"Happy birthday, my love" House whispered approaching her from behind and leaning over to kiss her neck as she breastfed Grace, sitting on the armchair by the living room window.<p>

The dim light of dawn seeped in through the window in that cold morning on November.

"Thank you" she said stroking his stubble as he caressed his daughter's cheek "Why are you already awake?"

"Foreman called... they need me at the hospital... but I'll be home early. I promise!" he said, kissing her on the cheek.

"Don't worry about _us_... we're fine" she answered.

"I know... but... I can't stay away from my girls" he said smiling and kissing her lightly on her lips "... and... since my _wicked witch_ boss is not at work..." he looked into her eyes with a raised eyebrow "I can spin _Jimmy_ as I want!" He laughed and kissed her again on the lips, nibbling at her lower lip.

Cuddy smiled and shook her head slightly.

"The _wicked witch_ loves you to death..." she said putting her hand on his nape and touching his tongue lightly.

**...**

* * *

><p>"Marina" House said entering the kitchen and watching her as she tidied up.<p>

She turned and smiled. The house was strangely silent and Marina sensed his question before he opened his mouth.

"Mrs. House went to pick up Rachel for a sleepover an hour ago, Dr. House." He said referring to his mother "Grace is sleeping and Dr. Cuddy is resting too..." she added "They're in your bedroom."

House nodded.

"Ok" he said "You can go home, Marina. I'll deal with the dinner... See you tomorrow" he added as Marina nodded in turn.

**...**

* * *

><p>House opened the bedroom door slowly and looked at her as she slept. She was curled up on the bed still fully dressed. She would never admit it, but she was tired... basically, like any newborn, Grace ate every 3 or 4 hours, both during day and night, so she practically hasn't been sleeping for a week...<p>

He covered her with a blanket and stood looking at her and then at Grace who was sleeping in the cot next to their bed.

He smiled thinking about the words he had told her during Safford Wells' wedding and that she had repeated him by heart, _word for word_, when he had proposed to her.

... _The only reason anyone gets married is that homo erectus females needed protection from predators while breast feeding_...

_There is no escaping from human nature, _he never would have thought that a selfish misanthrope like him would be completely melted for those two women ... actually..._three_...

He looked again at Grace who moved slightly in her cot ... eyes closed, mouth opened and arms bent at the sides of her head with clenched little fists.

...He loved them as he had never loved in his life and it was a feeling entirely new to him... they came first of everything ... even first of himself. And he felt an inexplicable need to protect them... he didn't feel _forced_ to protect them... he _wanted to_ protect them ... they were all his life...

The feeble crying of his daughter shook him from that thought. Not a desperate crying but just some weak whimpers... enough to wake Cuddy...

He saw her running a hand over her face at the sound of her daughter's crying and House took the baby in his arms supporting her little head. She was so tiny in his hands.

"Keep sleeping, Lisa" he said leaning Grace against his chest and stroking her to soothe her back to sleep "I'll deal with her."

"Thank you..." Cuddy whispered wrapping herself tighter in the blanket.

House looked at Cuddy, still rocking Grace, and watching her as she closed her eyes again. He kissed Grace's forehead savoring her scent.

"Come, _shorty_" he whispered "Let's go to prepare a thing" he said settling her head better against his chest and holding her with one hand as he took his cane with the other one and left the room, closing the door quietly.

**...**

* * *

><p>Cuddy walked into the kitchen about two hours later.<p>

"Hey..." she said approaching him as he cooked. Grace was blissfully asleep in her pram.

House turned toward her, wiping his hands on a dish towel.

"Did you sleep well?" he asked smiling slightly.

"I feel like I slept for a century..." she said running a hand over her face "...what time is it?" she asked

"Almost half past 8 pm" he said walking close to her.

Cuddy looked at him in disbelief. It's seem impossible to have slept so much.

"Grace?" She said, turning toward the pram.

House wrapped her shoulders with one arm and kissed her lightly on the lips, looking into her eyes.

"She's sated. Clean. Asleep..." he said on hers lips "... and dinner is ready, _Mom_"

She smiled and kissed him on the lips putting her arms around his neck.

"Have I already told you how much I love you?" She said, breaking away from his mouth.

"At least two thousand times..." he said "... but don't stop" he added, smiling and making her smile looking again for her lips for a long kiss.

"Come..." he said breaking away from her mouth and leading her into the dining room.

Cuddy looked at the table set for two and at the candle in the center of it, and then looked at House.

"If we are lucky she'll let us to have dinner" he kissed her temple, referring to Grace "I swear to you that I haven't given her the sleeping pills I gave your mother last year, Cuddy!" he added, laughing.

She laughed and put her arms again around his neck.

"Thanks..." she said putting herself on tiptoe to kiss him gently on the lips.

**...**

* * *

><p>"Is there, by chance, something you can't do well?" She asked smiling, tasting the last spoonful of <em>tiramisu<em>. "This is really wonderful" she laughed.

House looked at her and let out a laugh.

"I prefer it... in this way ..." He replied leaning toward her across the table to kiss her, savoring the taste of cream, chocolate and coffee on her tongue as she put a hand behind his head to make that deeper kiss. A _mmmhhh_ escaped from her mouth as he kissed her and House smiled.

"So... it wasn't just pregnancy hormones effect..." he whispered breaking away from her lips and looking at her with a mischievous look.

"Definitely... _not_" she answered, smiling and kissing him lightly on the lips.

"I don't know how I can stand these weeks of abstinence, Cuddy!" he said, laughing "but... now you have someone else demanding your attention" he laughed again hearing Grace's crying.

She kissed him gently on the lips before getting up to take the baby from her pram.

House looked at her as she sat in the armchair in the living room to nurse her not averting her eyes from the baby in her arms. She lifted her shirt and Grace's crying stopped immediately as soon as she found her mother's nipple. Cuddy continued to look at her, stroking her little hand which was resting on her breast, but she looked up at House feeling his eyes on herself.

"What?" She asked him with the hint of a smile.

He looked at her smiling in turn and shook his head slightly as if to say... _nothing_ ... before whispering in the most natural tone in the world...

"You're beautiful..."

Cuddy looked into his eyes and smiled slightly again, biting her lower lip.

He told it often... he often said ... _God, you're so beautiful_... but generally he said it when they made love and the look in his eyes at such times was _very_ different.

Now... his look was the same of that morning in her hospital room after Grace's birth ... when he had said _"... If I even could imagine that you and I together could do something so beautiful... I would have done it twenty years ago..."_ ... and again, like that morning, she felt a chill down her spine.

It wasn't the same Gregory House that she had known for years... or rather ... it was the same Gregory House... same jokes, same sarcasm... but now he alternated his sarcastic side to one side that she didn't know and that she was gradually beginning to discover.

That was the hidden side of which Blythe had told her... that was the side that, for years, he had been afraid to show.

He himself was surprised of the words that came out of his mouth. Like that day, even now, those two words were come out from his lips as if he thought out loud. For years he had weighed every word... he had always been very good at hiding his feelings, and everything he said had always been carefully considered and evaluated... he didn't simply let go of emotions... But now it was as if, increasingly, there was a direct connection between his thoughts and his vocal cords. He no longer felt the need to protect himself _from her_...

"I rephrase" he said, smiling at her and slowly enunciating the words "_You two_ are beautiful..."

Cuddy didn't answer but smiled at him before looking back at Grace. She kept her small blue eyes opened as she suckled the milk and Cuddy couldn't help but look at her.

House loved the way her eyes smiled along with her lips. In hospital she often smiled, but it wasn't the same smile... often her mouth smiled, but her eyes didn't... just circumstance smiles... But he knew _her_ smile... that _smile_.

House continued to look at them thinking about how different _that_ Lisa was from _the Dean-of-Medicine_ Lisa. Two sides of the same person ... _one._.. authoritarian, resolute, stubborn, impeccable... the other one... sensitive, sweet... and he loved both of them.

When she had adopted Rachel, he had been _jealous _of how that child attracted Cuddy's attention on herself, turning it away from him... now, as he watched his woman hugging his daughter, he didn't feel the same... he didn't feel _jealousy _but only _love_... for both of them.

"Would you like to hold her?" Cuddy said, after a while, awakening him from his thoughts as she set the baby girl on her shoulder gently patting on her back.

"Sure" he replied approaching to take her "Come here... _baby monster_..." he said leaning her on his chest to soothe her to sleep.

Cuddy glared at him.

"She's not _a monster_" she said.

House smiled and stroked his daughter's back, however, bending down slightly to kiss Cuddy on the lips before turning around and take a few steps around the room.

Cuddy looked at them and smiled as she heard him whispering almost imperceptibly into Grace's ear "Dad has a reputation to uphold, _baby,_ but he loves you to death"

**...**

* * *

><p>House looked at Cuddy as she put on her pajamas and checked on Grace in her cot before going to bed.<p>

"If I'm lucky she let me sleep at least three hours" she said, smiling and slipping under the covers.

"Sorry, I don't have _those_!" House said laughing looking at her breasts "But you should breastfeed more often, Cuddy. two-sizes-larger Patty and Selma are ecstasy for my eyes" he laughed again.

"Yeah" she laughed "But just for your eyes" she said with a mischievous look "In a few weeks you won't think the same, House" she laughed again.

"I still have the cup-D-bra nurse in my department to console me till you are _operating_ again" he said seriously, but letting out a smile.

She glared at him and hit him on the arm... stronger than she wanted.

"Don't you dare, House" she replied "I'm sure that after so many years of training your hand still remember how to do it" she added seriously.

House looked into her eyes. She was serious. She was annoyed. She was... _jealous_.

He smiled and reached out for her putting an arm around her shoulders and pulling her closer to him, kissing her lightly on the lips.

"Are you really jealous?" He asked, looking into her eyes while she bit her lip.

She didn't answer and just continued to look at him. He let out a laugh.

"I was kidding, Cuddy" he laughed "Do you really think I can't stay a few weeks without sex?" He said, kissing her slightly on the lips again.

She smiled slightly.

"Sorry..." she whispered on his lips stroking his face "I hate my hormones..." she added, hinting another smile.

"I have something for you..." he said moving away from her lips and taking a little box from the nightstand drawer "Happy birthday" he said, handing it to her.

She looked at him with an amazed look and hesitated before taking it, still staring at that little box wrapped in silver paper with a blue bow.

"It's a gift box, Cuddy! Don't worry, it's not going to explode!" House said laughing.

She looked at him and smiled taking the little box from his hands.

"It's just that... I thought I already got my present this morning... and the dinner tonight..." she said looking into his eyes.

"The one of this morning was from the kids" he said.

Cuddy looked down and felt a tear rolling down her cheek as she thought back to the bouquet of white roses that Rachel had given her that morning. The note said... _Happy Birthday Mommy. Love. Rachel and Grace_.

"You've already cried this morning for that, Cuddy" House said laughing stroking her cheek and wiping her tears with his thumb.

She laughed. Laugh and tears mixed together.

"The dinner... _and this_... are my gifts ... _my_ beautiful _forty-two year old_"

Cuddy smiled.

"Thanks" she said, looking into her eyes and beginning to unwrap her gift.

She touched lightly that white gold bracelet that stood out against the dark blue velvet box. Three small white gold pendants hung from the bracelet.

She touched them with her finger tip.

A little white gold heart with a hand-print on it and a pink heart-shaped zircon. On the back...a carved name... _Rachel._

Another heart like the first one... on its back the inscription... _Grace._

And... _a cube_.

She smiled.

A little cube as the Scrabble cubes with whom he had proposed her to marry him... and had told her his unique '_I love you'_ for the first time.

And the letters carved on that cube were not random. She turned it among her fingers and smiled biting her lip again and looking at those four letters, one on each side face of the nut. _L ... O ... B ... E_ ... An _I_ on the upper surface, an _U_ on the bottom one.

"Oh God ,Greg... it's beautiful..." she whispered as her eyes misted again "Thank you..."she added, kissing him gently on the lips, and putting a hand behind his head enjoying the contact with his lips.

She looked into his eye while she left his mouth and smiled running her tongue over her lips.

"You never do gifts on anniversaries" she said still smiling, looking into his eyes with a questioning look.

"I made an exception ..." he said "... for the woman who gave me the best thing I could ever want." he added, while the blue of his eyes merged with the gray-blue of hers.

He was of course referring _to Grace_, but also to that _happiness_ that he had chased during all his life without even remotely being able to get it.

He saw her biting her lip again as her eyes filled with tears.

"You're a wonderful man, Greg ..."

He laughed and stroked her face with his hand wiping away the tears that were beginning to roll down her cheeks.

"It's not what people think of me in hospital." He said, shaking his head and letting out another laugh.

"You are" she whispered, stroking his stubble "... and whoever says otherwise is an idiot, my love..." she added, canceling the distance between their lips again and this time looking for his tongue, abandoning herself to a long kiss.


End file.
